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NATURALIS IN THR DRAMA,

SN DN o o 9 L

HENRY BECQUE, NOT ZOLA, THE
FATHER OF THE MOVEMENT.

Fallure of Zola to Practise What He
Preached—Lifeiong Struggles of the
Man Who Invented the Dramatie
Formula of the Latter Day French

! Stage—A Caustio Critlo Himself,

Emile Zola once wrote in his sweeping
diotatorial manner: “1e théatre sera natura-
liste ou il nesera pas,” but as Henry Beoque
sald in his mordant  style, Zola always
convinced one in his pronunciamentos;
#t was only when he attempted tb put his
theories into action that they completely
broke down, Alas! realism in the theatre,
after all the gong-sounding of cafe @es-
thetiolans, after the desperate campaigns
of the one clairvoyant manager in the move-
ment, Antoine, is as dead as the romane
tiolsm of “Hernani.” After the flamboyant,
the drab—and now they are both relegated
to the limbo of the tried-and-found-want-
ing.
When Zola sat down to pen his famous

call to arms, *Naturdllsm on the Stage,”
Antoine was still in the future, Dumas flls
and Bardou ruled the Parisian theatre,
*Unole”® Barcey manufactured his diverting
fewilletons and Augier was become a classio.
The authorof *L'Assommoir” had like Alex-
ander sighed for new worlds to subjugate.
He had won a victory, thanks to Flaubert
and the De Gonoourts,in fiction; it remained
for the theatre to provoke his fre. It
still clung obstinately to old fashioned
oconventions and refused to be ooerced
either by “Henristta Maréchal® or by the
furfous onslaught of Zola and his cohort
of writing men.

In the essay referred to, Zola made the
well known speech that a plece of work
will always be a corner of nature seen
through a temperament. He told the truth
when he said that the “romantioc move-
ment was but a skirmish; romanticism,
which ocorresponds to nothing durable, was
simply a restleas regret of the old world.”
Stendbal and Balzac had created the mod-
ern novel, The stage did not move with
the other arts, though Diderot and Mer-
oler “laid down squarely the basis of the
naturalistio theatre.” Victor Hugo gave
the romantio drama its death blow. Scribe
was an ingenious cebinet maker. Sardou
“has no life—only movement.” Dumas the
younger was spoiled by ocleverness—“a
man of genius is not clever, and a man of
genius is necessary to establish the natur-
alistio formula in a masterly fashion.”
Besides, Dumas preaches, always preaches.
*Emile Augler is the real master ef the
Freneh stage, the most sincere”—but he did
not know how to disengage himself from
oconventions, from stereotyped ideas, from
made-up {deas.

‘Who then was to be the savior, accord-

ing to Zola? And this writer did not under-
rate the difficulties of the task. He knew
that “the dramatio author was enclosed
in a rigid frame, * * * that the solitary
reader tolerates everything, goes where
he is led, even when he is disgusted; while
the spectators taken en mgsse are seized
with prudishness, with frights, with een-
sibilities of which the author must take no-
tice under pain of a certain fall. But every-
thing marches forward! If the theatre will
submit to Sardou’s juggling, to the theories
and witticisms of Dumas, to the sentimental
charaoters of Augier, the theatre will be
left in the onward movement of civiliza-
ytion, and as Becque sald in his “Souvenirs
of a Dramitic Author,” the theatre has
reached its end many times, yet somehow it
continues to flourish despite the gloomy
prophecies of the professors and critical
maloontents. Every season, declared M,
Beoque, that eame cory. rises to heaven—
“la fin du thé4tre;” and the next season the
curtain rises in the same old houses, on the
same old plays. .

However, Zola trumpeted forth his
opinions. Aoccording to him the De Gon-
oourt brothers were the first to put into
motion realistio ideas. "Henriette Maré-
chal” with its dialogue oopied from the
spoken oonyersation of contemporary life,
with ita various socues eopied boldly from
reality, wawn's path breaker. And Becque
again interrupts; Edmond de Gonoourt
posed for thirty years as a hissed author,
*pour ostte pandde d' Henriette Maréchal.”
Away with the mechanism of the polished,
dovetailed machine-made. play of Dumas.
“1 yearn for life with its shiver, its breath
and its strength; I long for life as it is,”
m:::‘t:ly declaimed the simple minded

Zola, who then, in default of
other naturalistio dramatists, turned his
“Thérdse Raquin® into a play—and an awful
melodrama it was, not without its moments
of power, but romantic and old fashioned

to a degree.

And this was Zola's punishment. He con-
tumaciously usurped the throne of realism,
never realizing his life long that he was a
romanticist of the deepest dye, a follower

.of Hugo, that melodramatio tale teller,
All the while he fancied himself a lineal
descendant of Balzao and Flaubert. Like
Moees, he saw the promised land, but there
it ended. Searching ceaselessly with his

»* Diogenese lantern for a dramatist, he never-

theless everlooked not only a great one
but the true father of the latter-day meve-
ment in French dramatio literature, Henry
Beogque. What a paradox! Here was the un-
fertunate Beoque patrolling the boule-
wards night and day with plays under his
arm, p up his sleeve, plays in his hat,

04 ys at home—and always was he shewn

. door, only to reappear at the mana-
gotial window. Calm in his superiority,
his temper untouched by his trials, Beoque
/presented the picture of the true Parisian
man of genius—witty, ironical on the sub-
ject of his misfortunes, and abseolutely un-
daunted by refusals. He persisted until he
forced his way into the Comédie Frangaise,
despite the intriguing, the disappeintments,
the broken promises and the open hostility
of Barcey, then the reigning pontif of
French dramatic criticism. Jules Clarétie
pretended a sympathy that he did not feel,
and it was only when pressure was brought
by Edouard Thierry that his masterpisce,
“Les Corbeaux,” was put on the stage after
many disheartening delays; after it had
been refused at the Vaudeville, the Gym-
nase, the Odédon, the Porte-Saint-Martin,
the Galté, the Cluny and the Ambigu. Such
perseverance is positively heroic.

I know of few more diverting books
than Beoque’s Memoirs and the record of

oareless and unspoiled by his failures in
daily existenoe, he must have saved
bile for his books. They are vitriolic.
lashing he gives Barcey and Clarétie
fs deadly. He had evidently put his re-
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~ /vengetul feslings carefully away and only
rovived

them when the time came, when
his sucoesses, his disciples, his election as
the master of a powerful school, warranted
bis decahtihg the bitter vintage. How
it sparkles, how it bitea! He pours upon
the head of Sarcey his choloest irony. After

- anubbing the young Becque, after pomp-

ounly telling® him that he had no talent,
that he should take Scribe for a model,
Sarcey at the end, when he saw Beogue

. ,_.spdhbumulmhthdnm

*OM

have known a long time. He brought me
his first plece. He owes It to me that his
‘The Prodigal Son’ was played." To
cap his attack, Beoque prints this state-
ment at the end of the mwserable history
of his efforts to secure a footing, It ls
almost too good to be true, Diabolically
clever also is his imitation of a BSarcey
critiqgue on Molidre, for Barcey was no
triend of character dramas.

In his preface to “The Ravens” Becque
announces that he is'not a thinker, not a
dreamer, not a psychologist, not a be-
liever in heredity. As Jean Jullien truly
said, the Becque plays prove nothing, are
not photographic, are not deformations of
life, but sincere life itself. The author
relates that in composing--he had a large
apartment on the rue de Matignon—hespent
much time in front of a mirror searching
for the exact gesture, for the exact glance
of the eye, for the precise intonation. This
fidelity to nature recalls a similar proce-
dure of Flaubert, who chanted at the top
of his formidable vojce his phrases to see if
they would stand test of breathing,
Becque . caught the just' color of every
speech, and it is this preoccupation with
essentials of his art that emabled him to set
on their feet most solidly all his characters.
They live, they have the breath of life In
them; when they walk or talk we believe
in them. The peep he permits us to 'take
into his workshop {8 of much value to the
student.

He admired Antoine, naturally, and his
opinion of Zola I have recorded. He
rapped Brunetidre sharply over the
knuokles for assuming that criticism con-
serves the tradition of literature. Vain
words, cries Beoque; literature makes itself
despite criticism, it is ever in advance of
the critice. Only a sterile art is the result
of academies, Curiously enough, Beoque
had a consuming admiration for S8ardou.
Him he proclaimed the real master, the
man of {magination, observation, the
masterly manipulator of the character of
characters, This is rather disconcerting
to those who admire in the Becque plays
Jjust those qualities in which Sardou {8 de-
ficient. Perhaps tbe faot that Sardou ab-
solutely forced the production of Becqua's
“L'Enfant Prodigue” may have accentu-
ated his praise of that prestidigitator of
Marly, Beoque entertained a qualified
opinion of Ibsen and an everwhelming
feeling for Tolstoy as  dramatist. The
Russian's “Powers of Darkness” greatly
affected the Frenchman. [Beoque was born
in 1837 and died in 1000.]

And what is this maturalistic formula
of Beoque's that escaped the notice of the
zealous Zola and set the pace for nearly
all the younger men? Is it not the absence
of a formula of the tricks of construction
religiously handed down by the Scribe-
Sardou school? As is generally the case,
the disciples have gone their master one
better in their disdain of solid workman-
ship. The taint of the artificial, of the
sawdust, is missing in Becque's master-
pieces; yet with all their large rhythms,
unconventional aot-ends and freedom from
the cliché¢, there is no raggedness in detail;
indeed, close study reveals the pfesence of a
delicate, intricate mechanism, so shielded
by the art of the dramatist as to illude us
into believing that we are in the presence
of unreasoned reality. Setting aside his
pessimism, his harsh handling of character,
his want of sympathy—a true objectivity—
Becque is as much a theatermenach as Sar-
dou, He saw the mad futility of the liter-
ary men who invaded the theatre full of
arrogant belief in their formulas, in their
newer conventions that would have
supplanted older ones. A practical play-
wright, our author had no patience with
those who-attempted to dispenge with the
frame of the footlights, who would turn the
playhouse into a literary farm through
which would gambol all sorts of incom-
petents masquerading as original dramatio
thinkers.

Beoque's major quality is his gift of
litelike oharacterira Character with

which time had allowed to disfigure its
facade. While Zola and the rest were
devising methods for doing away with
the formal drama, Beoque esat reading
Molidre. Moliére fs his real master—Mo-
lidre and life, as Augustin Filon truth-
fully says. In his endeavor to put before
us his people in a simple, direct way he
did smash several conventions. He usu-
ally lands his audience in the middle of
the action, @émitting the old-fashioned
exposition act, careful preparation and
sometimes development, as we know it
in the well regulated drama. But search
for his reasons and they are not long con-
cealed, Logical he is, though it is not
the cruel logio of Paul Hervieu, his most
distinguished artistic descendant. The
logic of Becque’'s events must retire be-
fore the logic of his characters, that is all.
Humanity, then, is his chief concern. He
cares little for literary style. He is not a
stylist, though he has style—the stark,
individual style of Henry Becque.

Complications, catastrophe, dénouement,
all these are attenuated in the Becque
plays. Atmosphere supplies the exposi-
tion, character painting, action. The im-
personality of the dramatist is profound.
If he had projected himself or his views
upon the scene, then we would have been
back with Dumas and his ts.
Faguet was right when he wrote that we
are returning to the Molidre comedy of
character, Movement in the accepted
sense there is but littla. Treatment and
interpretation have been whittied away to
& mere profile, so that in the Anteine reper-
tory the aneodote bluntly expressed and
dumped on the boards a slice’ of real life
without comment—without ekill, one is
tempted to add.

Beoque was nearer the fountain head of
olassio form than Hervieu, Donnay, De
Curel, Georges Anocey, Leon Hennique,
Camille Fabre, Maurice Donnay, Lemattre,
Henri Lavidan and the rest of the
group that delighted in honoring him with
the title of supreme master. After all,
Becque's was a modified naturalism. He
recognized the limitations of his material
and subdued his hand to them. M. Filon
has pointed out with his accustomed acuity
that Becque and his followers tried to bring
their work “into line with the philosophy
of Taine,” a8 Dumas and Augier's ideas
oorresponded with those .of Victor Cousin,
the eclectic philosopher. Positivism, rather
than naked realism, is Becque's note. The
oold blooded pessimism that pervades so
unpleasantly many of his comedies was
the resultant of atemperament sorely tried
by experience, and one steeped in the mate-
rialism of the SBecond Empire.

80 we get from him the psychology of
the crowd, instead of the hero ego of earlier
Share 5 W10tk B8 Tiaets o e
P v w unges his H
and often his people appear cold, heartless,
oynical. He is a surgeon, more like Ibsen
than he would ever acknowledge in his calm
exposure of social maladies. And what
ldan'bon;‘bnnbuuhhlmdmdchu-
acter for m succeeding
Doubtless the “grase is already ’nuhh::{

uralism,

the Filon
. Beoque f lb!onm?h.%
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JAPS DISGUISED AS CH

,

INTO MANCHURIAN WILDS,

Russians Know If, bhut Can’t Prevent It
—Experiences of & Japancse Whe Had
Played Many Roles-—Red Deard Bane
dits Help — Their  Organization.

It Is no secret that thare are Japanecse
in disguise as Chinese going with impunity
among the real Chinese all over the Russian
lines, as coolies or navvies, barrack builders,
trench diggers, peddlers, hewers of’' wood
and drawers df water, vendors of beer and
cigarettea and cheap pocket knives and
éverything else imaginable, The Russiana
know it, say the Biagapore Straits Budget,
but cannot prevent it, for there is absolutely
no telling a Japanese from a Chinese if
made up allke, and the question cannot
be solved by excluding all, for the Russians
cannot get along without the Chinese.
The British in India without any Hindoos
would not be more heljfless, Though we
hear ¢0 much of Russian emigrants and
peasant soldiers “pouring” into this part
of the world, they seem to have been swal-
lowed up, for when there ls work to be
done it has to walt till Chinese ean be got.
Without them the Russians seem unable
even to carry on the war. And when
Chinese are admitted one never knows
which one among them may be a disguised
Japanese.

Of course, as long as he is in Manchuria
he keeps his secret us closely as the grave,
for his life probably depends on it. But
having got clear away he likes to be rid
of pigtail and dirty garb, and become once
more a clean and decent Japanese. Usually
the transformation is effected in private,
so that none but his intimates know, for
at a lodging house used by both nationalities,
nobody keepa count or notices if a China-
man goes in or a Japanese comes out. 8o
it ia rather curious work getting on the
track of these men from Manchuria and
finding out anything about them.

0Of course, they do not reveal their identity
and tell all they know to any one; but, on
the other hand, even the most discreet
man can have' an acquaintance or two,
with whom he may converse about his ad-

ventures, so long as he is only telling of
things which can be seen and known by all.
It is no secret that hawkers go from village
to village in Manchuria, selling buttons and
tapes, and doing other harmless necessary
business, even in regions infested by the
Hung-hu-tze, the Red Beard Bandits. It
is no secret that a man can join the bandita,
raiding towns, stealing whole herds of
cattle, cutting telegraph wires and tearin,
up rails to baffle the pursuing foroes m&
sappearing as ewiftly and mysteriously
as De Wet in the Transvaal or Aguinaldo in
the Philippines, And it {8 well knewn
how, in the last resort, if hotly preesed,
the bandits can either make terms and share
th? locfn witchéf thle Cossacks ordresume the
role of peacfful peasants and appear in
the fields working as innocently as any yokel
m’?"ix ever lived on g farm. rule be
e try do not as a L] tray
them, meral reasons. First, from the
fear of vengeance; secondly, because the
Hung-hu-tze rather follow the style of
old Robin Hood in posinq as friends of the
r (as a matter of icy); and finally,
use the Cossacks themselves are worse
brigands than the Hung-hu-tze. Soldiers
chie?g prey on the poor and hal{pleu, leav-
ing the influential people carefully alone.
The people in this part of the world simply
say: “It is all the same whether we have
Chinese officials or foreign,for we arerobbed
in either case. Chinese or foreign soldiers
all are ruffians and swashbucklers alike,
bully us, take what they will and pay
half or nothing, do what they will with
women, and who can resist? Heaven
wills that human beings must suffer certain
evils.” That is the attitude of the Chinese
at large.

Of the Japanese who have been in Man-
churia in Chinese guise, some find their way
back via Shanhaikwan and Tientsin, some
via Corea and some by steamer from
Newchwang., There have been a dozen
steamers leaving Newchwang since the ice
broke up, and they took away over 15,000
Chinese, artisans, tradesmen, farmers
and 8o on, all anxious to get away from
the war, with its dangers and troubles,
and its stoppage of business. Out of the
15,000, perhaps there might be five dis-
‘ulsea Japanese. I do not know and I
merely guess, 1 really know of only one.

He belonged to Osaka and had been

nter, coal dealer, bankrupt, railway
olerﬁ school teacher, steward on a steamer,
had been in jail—of course not for an
fault of his own—and then becamea tourist's
de for Europeans and Americans doing
the sights of Japan. He was in the Chino-
Japanese War in 1894, but would not say in
what capacity, though I verified his knowl-
edge of the campaign and of some details
that would not be known to a man who
was not there. From 1805 his movements
must remain his own secret, up to the Boxer
time, when he was again in “a certain part
of Chlna}' which is the current Japanese
formula for saying, “Don’t ask too much.”

Since 1900 this man had been in various
parts of Manchuria. Sometimes he went
as a Japanese, but at other times “it was
convenient for purposes of trade with the
natives to pass as one of them.” Bo it is;
there are some hundreds of Euro, and
Ameri in missionary work who find it
best to do thesame. Onoe he kept a medium
low class beerhouse for Ntussian soldiers
#at a certain town.” Then he was a Manchu
expectant sub-prefect, i. e., he had sup-
posedly passed (by bribery) the civil service
examinations up to the rank of sub-pre-
fect, but was still in want of a berth, again
a matter of bribery; meantime he belonged
to the great army of unemployed and im-

nious aristocracy of China. Again,
ge was a Japanese barber, then a Chinese
horse dealer in a small way, travelling in
remote country districts. He added, laugh-
ing, “I bad no horses, no customers, never
bought or sold an animal.” I asked (well
knowing): *Then what did you do?" He
mworos. “Yastmimashita, honto!® “Tak-
ing a rest, truln't'. And we both laughed

W " 9 which
ocould not be divulged, of course, but there
was no harm in u;ingn few tb.‘nﬁ;whloh
wer® already open for all the world to see

had done the same as himself? Naturally,
that could not be stated, even if he knew;
and probably not more than two or thres
men in the world.-knew. It was obvious
to any one that theremight well be fifty,ora
hundred or any number, and that they could
penetrate everywhere; for if the Russians
wish to build a house or barrack or fort
to lay a railway siding, to.ferry a regi-
ment across a , to carry a trainload
of provisions from the station into the in-
nermost {urt. of a fortress, to repair a
warship, they must employ Chinese coolies,
and what Eulgem can when a China-

ch& t, f : thinq b ned

" at, a funny appe!

once,” said my informant. “I was one

among many pi going in a b

rlvern?unk three daya’ journey up the ——-’5
River. 1 was then a dhist mendicant
priest, and I e with a ht n-

golian accent., e passengers huddled
up together in the gottom of the junk to

at night, dirty and with all'our day
es on"—a repulsive thing to a

}md the r‘mxt man to moumkm
a inese, foreman of a tannery at Muk-
den. He had the smell of the tanyard and
the stale hides pretty stro At night
our boat moored to the b at a small
town, uon: with other boats, While we

clo
J

were all there was a sudden alarm,
a t and crash, and the boat's
. W a Jot of snow, fell on us,
body seemed to be shou . The

roof
and ev
shook, the cold, wet snmow, and
susion and darkness, dazed me in my wak-
oot

moments, I forgot myself and I struck

wildly with Both hands. The tanner
next to me was also only half awake and he
let out a bad word—in J . 'The
axt minute he nmbux.m spoke
‘spotted him, and as {

r‘IPIBJ THAT PENETRATE EVEN' ing

for themselves. How many more Japanese |-
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after all, only a moored junk -
o SaLED T
But it was a queer to s f
ocountryman outlandish eh
I tell you ho X hadn't him
ou see how

f:ro.nootul. nor he me. Bo y

o o . d‘fnl?mta ee thia,
was to me ih:nf
1 have pmitted thé ecoentrioities

ol jon.
It was im ble to extract any ad-
mission that man had been a bandit.

He had seen the Hung-hu-tze, as
one had who tra the oo
he would not say he been one b
He -n.idi,;\uow;verf that umw;n was no real
pecret about Ja) among them;
it was obvloudmm nature of things,
and need not be denled. !
He said the bandite were quiet at pree-
ent, for several reasons. The coming of
spring weather meant agricultural activity,
and therefore fewer men available for other
bandits had

L

autumn, when
slack and recruits for robber bands w
lt))a g ged' but not yhuwtbo outer %rld

© arran ut n
mm;d bo d‘x,lrnk: c?::llaflol;:mlon noro:n;
grand army of na »
such ambitious thing,

The Hung-hu-tze were chiefly men of no,
very high motives. They were -
tents, ne'er-do- or | y
Chinese, Manchuy, Monﬁ. rdos, Eleuts,
Buriats and evenafew by tives
mm the Bl‘g:‘i?n prhon:l.”lln:: them

no as ons or beyond
mere self- vation and need of
daily b . Their motives were almost
entirely of the most sordid, political

uestions or national issues never

their heads, exoept in 8o far as they t
direttly affect the bandit business.
took to the business for a livelihood.

The stories about the HW being
in the pay of Japan were ; it was
plain that there was no way to convey any

ay to them, nor any means to guarantee
hat the pay would be earned.

Any man who might become a member of
a band.might in time come to influence
the other members of that band in any
desired direction; that was all that oould
be done, and it could not amount to much.
Still, it might be worked up into a force
with some cohesion in a few months; and
if they could show a few sucoesses every
Chinaman in Manchuria would be ready to
oin the winning side. That sort of thing,

owever, counted for nothing, because what

s wanted was a body of men willing to

arass the Russians without waiting for
them to be already loging. Of such men the
numbers possible to 1, com-
paratively. But they were J;ood _With
a little instruction they ma dtt:tlrigtly
e Rus-

were smal

C)
better soldiers in every way than
sians, whether Cossacks or others.

My informant, while denying that he
ever witnessed an engagement between
Hung-hu-tze and Cossacks, stated that on
several occasions the bandits had defeated
a superior number of Russians. The latter
usually allowed themselves to be outwitted
nind neglected the most ordinary precau-
tions.

THE OPEKRA SINGERS ABROAD.

Mille. Destinn’s Success at Covent Garden
—Mark Twaln’s Daughter in Conoert.

Ernesto Tamagno, not to be forgotton
altogetherin the present fame of his younger
contemporaries, Enrico Caruso and Ales-
sandro Bonci, has just made his reap-
pearance in Rome. He appeared in a re-
vival of Verdi's *Poliuto,” which had not
been sung iA Italy for years. Mascagni
conducted the orchestra,and the perform-
ances are said to have aroused great en-
thusiasm.

Signor Caruso has been very active since
he left this country. After the Monte
Carlo season he went to Barcelona, taking
the journey for the sake of singing only
twice in the Spanish city. He has recently
been travelling through some of the German
cities with two other singers and Signor
Vigna. The soprano was a named
Pinkert, who is popular in Italy as a light
soprano. The other roles in the operas
were sung by the resident German artista.
Signor Caruso was as succeassful as he has
usually been elsewhere.

Clara Clemens, the daughter of Mark
Twain, who began her career tentatively
here as a concert -lnfor several years ago,
recently took n a charity ooncert
in Florence, and is said to have made great
improvement since she resumed her studies.
But she is not going to follow a professional
career, and will use her talents merely
for the pleasure of herself and her friends.

The great success of the present season
of opera at Covent Garden seems to be
Emmy Destinn; who has shown her ver-
satility by singing in both German and
Italian. ne o nrtﬁ:olgrhﬂniﬂnpndwu
as Nedda in “ 1 Pagll ," which she sm
with Signor Caruso. He finally deci
to go to Covent Garden for a few appear-
ances.

Miie. Destinn is at the Royal Opera House
in Berlin and is under a contract there for
four years longer. She is a Bohemian, and

ust now the most inwrestln%prlma donna
n any of the German opera houses. Mau-
rice Grau had her under contract for the
present season, but his retirement frem
active woirk cancelled the enmment.

Elisabeth Parkina—in the \Parkin-
son of Kansas City—has been much praised
in London for her singing of Siebel at Cov-
ent Garden, It was not a trying part for
a woman who has sung Lakmé and Gilda.
Migss Parkina is an example of what pluck will
accomplish, 8he made her xg"n'i. llg)peu;
ance more than a year ago an
was 8o nervous that she falled entlrelv,
It seemed as if her career bad begun and
ended on that night. Undismayed, she
went back to Paris, kept her studies up for
a while longer and ultimately
at the Opéra Comique when she was able
to do herself justice.

Alice Nielson, the American prima donna
has been called too much in the style o
operetta because the critics knew that
used: to sing in comic opera. Else her
Zerlina and Susana would probably net have
evoked that comment,

Suzanne Adams sang for the first time
the part of the Countess which ought te
lie leautifully within her voice. new
Danish tenor named Herold seems te have
made an agreeable impression in the lighter
Wagnerian roles.

Jean and Edouard de Reszke are, after
all, to return to the stage for a performance
of open—onl{ one, however. “Tristan
und Isolde” will be sung lgr the two brothers,
Milka Ternina, Marie Brémma and Anton
Van'Rooy at the Theatre Sarah Bernhardt
during the last week in June. The per-
formance, which will be given in German,
is for a Paris charity.

The two de Reszkes have also been in-
vited to come to London to sing for the
particular benefit of Queen Alexandra,
who has always been one of the tenor's

t admirers. But even royal influence
oes not seem equal to securing an engage-
ment for him at Covent Garden. He was
the most popular tenor heard there in years,
and it was necessary only to announce his
name in the Wagner operas to fill the
theatre. The journey to Paris is short
and M. de Reszke has made his greatest fame
at Covent Garden. But for some reason
has not been engaged Lo sing there for
several years, among the various en-
ments rumored from time to time
the de Reszkes are not mentioned.

Why Senator Bates Deesn't Smeke.

From the Peoria Journal.

Senator Bates of Ten is a
lover of tobacco, yet the cigar he carries in
his mouth is ulways unlighted. No, he is
not taking the cure; he explaius it in this

1 ‘o

wAY:
It seems that during the war,

ithen General) Bates was riding side

?gn m br;n:mr durlnﬂ & battle.

g for a “s o oom}nc o

drew a fine flavored Havana from ;:&

He scratched a match a

and vmhhut lbous to li

shell whizzed suddenly

rush of air accompan the shell

mﬁtc out. He was al to strike another

when, tuming, he dlrov
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OUT ON A RATTLESNASR HONT

A GOOD DAY FOR SNAKES UP ON
SOHAGHTIOOKE MOUNTAIN.

Six'Men and & Dog Captare Right Rattiers
sad a Copperhead—Three of the
Snakes Taken Allve—Rattiers Just
ldke Humans In Seme Respeots.

N=w MiLrorp, Conn., June 11.—~*It ought
to be a good day for snakes,” remarked
George Coggswell, one of the few remain-
idg Indians on the SBchaghtiooke reser-
vation, as the party of snake hunters gath-
ered under the cherry tres in his door-
yard preparatory to starting on the annual
laun: of the BSochaghticoke Ratthesnake
‘Club,

The Schaghticoke reservation lies along
the west bank of the Housatonio River in
the town of Kent in the westarn part of
Connecticut, close to the New York State

way up the mountain, directly back of Jim
Harrie's cabin, is the rattlesnake den.
The den is not over half an acre in area,

: but that half acre is so jagged and rough

that it is diffioult to travel or hunt through
it. The ledges are broken in places, and
the formation of the rooks has ' left innu-
merable little shelves on which the rattlers
osme out to lis in the warm sun.

This year spring was baockward, and
Wheg ordinarily the snakes are out and
lively by the middle of May, it was not until
last week that they reelly began to thaw
out and get active and at the same time
viclous tnd fighting angry if disturbed.
The rattlers winter in this ledge, and though
they are hunted each year their number
does not seem to decrease.

George Coggswell, who is the best wing
shot and trapper along the Schaghticooke
ridge, always pilots. the hunt. Bunday
ia always set for the rattlesnake hunt,
for the reason that ou weekdays the hunters
are busy on the farms about the reserva-
tion. There were half a dozen on the hunt
last Sunday, Coggswell, John Munroe,
Perry Nickerson, Ab Hyde, Dad Barber
and the writer.

Putting on rubber boots, leather leggings
or high topped shoes as a safeguard against
the fangs ¢f the venemous reptiles, the
hunters started. Each of them carried
a rattlesnake fork, a stick of ash about
eight feet long with the two branches cut
at the top so as to form a orotch. Thess
forks are used to pin the snake's body to
the ground and hold him there till he is
killed or captured alive, as may be pre-
ferred.

Perry Nickerson casried along a small
oblong box with a wire netting stretched
on one side and a sliding lid over that in
which to confine such snakes as were wanted
alive,

Half a mile up the trail from Coggswell's,
the party stopped at Jim Harris's cabin
to see if Jim wanted to join in the hunt. Jim
is the last remaining full blood of the
Schaghticooke Indians, and oarries the
mail from the town of EKent through the
reservation to Bull's Bridge.

He was out in the grass playing with his
children. Near him, in a rope swing, sat
his eldest daughter, Jessie, a girl of sixteen,
with hair and eyes as black as night and
teeth as white as chalk and as even as the
pickets on a fence.

“Want to go on the hunt, Jim?" asked
Coggswell.

“No; feel sore in the legs. Hard climbin’
up them rocks. Guess I won't go to-day,”
answered Indian Harris. :

“Ain't you Afnl.:'lﬁ'uh I ;e!:‘l‘)m' asked

easle, for s lon
'l,wrd w&ogge of the hu:tlng rodmahop-

*Him get bit!” exolaimed the owner
derision. “Guess 476 don’t know thet dog.
He's killed more rattlesnakes than ye ever

seen, {hl.

Up the side of the mountain the little
p::? cumbdcﬁ:lr%‘ road that had been
u by the men when they went
back and forth to their coal pits when
the mountain was coaled off a score of years
ago. Every four or five hundred yards
a lige t was taken to get breath, for
the leaves under foot had bécome dry and
were like ioe to step on.

“Go quiet,” said gswell, as Ab Hyde
fell over an old beech log which had fallen
across the trail years ago and was rotting
in the dust,

“If you step on a snake stand still,” ad-
vised Munroe, “for if you jump you'll let
the varmint loose an’' he might strike ye.”

The hunters separated now as the snake
den was reached, each one sn over
the rocks as quietly as possible and being
careful not to take a step until he had care-
fully sorutinized every inch of ground
before the step was made. But
for the occasional rustling of dry leaves
or the cracking of a stick under foot there
were no sounds save those of the hermit
wrens and the blue jays that circled about
overhead.

“I've got him!” suddenly came a yell.

It was Munroe, who was hunting to the
extreme right of the den. There was a
scramble over the rocks to get to the cap-
ture, for it takes more than one hunter to
capture a rattler alive with anything like

ety, though the veteran rattler hunters
do man it alone at timeas.

The tail could be heard rattling before
Munroe was in sight.

“He's a big one,” said Coggswell. “Can
tell by the tune of hir rattle.

“Bet he's a big one,” said Munroe. “He's
a yaller back. Git that box ready. We
want him alive.”

Munroe had the rattler, a four footer,
pinned under his snake stick about midway
of the body. The rattle was held highin
the air and kept up its incessant song,
and the snake's head was waving bac
and forth, striking angrily at everything
that moved.

“Catch him about six inches behind the
head, Cogg,” said Munros, “and then we'll
drop the noose over his head.”
tied a pi

hile ell held the snake Munroe
o
the free end made a noose.

twine to a short stick and on
down upon the rattler.
The snake's neck arched as he drew
back, and, like an arrow from
the head eho

he dropped
his head
the bow,

aulud to make the enake let go of the twine,

Munroe fixed the noose n and
tried to drop it over his head. t again
the flat darted forward and the noose

was held fast again.

Three times the rattler succeeded in
catching the noose in his jaws, but the
fourth time Munroe_was successful. The

noose was drawn uﬂl:.t around the snake's
neok, just behind the head, and he was
beld up at full length.

The rattle had ceased, and when that
ceases the snake is conquered, af least
for the time being. The lid waa slipped
off the box and carefully the old ‘rattler
—he had nine huttons on his tail--was
lowered into it.

When the squirming body was all in the
box his head was drawn up close to the
edge and the twine was cut off close to his
neck and he dropped into the box. By a
series of convulsive swallows the snake
threw the noose free from his neck, and
in two minutes was rattling his tail as he

done when first pin by Munroe's
forked stick.

The hunt proceeded ugothe side of the

. In a few minutes the bark of Dasah,
the prizse dog rattlesnake hunter of the
ticeokes, rang out at a point high

up in the .:’1‘ " 2 '

“Dog's one!” cried well.
Everybody made a dash for the direction

of dog
“Mind him close!" called i1l to
the the

3 Id
as wise in rattlesnake lore as his master,
whined an answer of impatience to the
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up and ready to strike.”

“Jam yer stick on him 'just enough to
hold him fast, but don't kill him. e'll
take him alive, too, fer he's good size," said
Ab Hyde.

Down on the snake's back went the
forked stick, and it struck himso hard that
the snake’s mouth flew open and his rattle
started to whirr its anthem of defiance
and hate for man, ' The snake was a pris-
oner now, and the dog, knowing that his
work was done, retired to a flat stone above
and watched operations

This one was a black backed rattler,
He was placed in the snake box by the
same method as the first one. He was a
three-footer, but his disposition was a good
deal worse than that of the yellow backed

snake,

“Rattlers aro jest as different in dispo-
sition as folks are,” said Coggswell
“Some of the varmints are devils, and others
are half peaceable, There is lots of things
human about rattlers.”

The roughest part of the den was en-
countered now. Progress was slow and
difficult, for when hunting for these reptiles
no one thinks of taking hold of the rocks,
as there is no telling at what moment a
rattler might strike your hand.

Suddenly there was a noise of somethin
sliding over rocks. Eve.r{ one straighten
up and held his breath, listening.

“I've cornered one here, under a rock,”
came the call.

It was Dad Barber. The snake had es-
caped his fork and managed to crawl
under a big, flat rock. Down under the
rock the snake's rattle could be heard
when a stick was shoved into the hole
through which he had crawled.

o a b!f one?” asked Munroe.

“Fair,” said Dad.

The work of prying and lifting stones

Eortt pelariahe) e Sht niad, whey
abou nl some one .
something struck the rocks in &)e du‘:n a

dozen feet below. It was Perry Nickerson

who had sli d his
tlao,rtttla:nﬂ)&d l;n “.drg?ned il

Dling about to get free’ fromn the box, for
get free from X,
the lid had been jarred off and the
of the two rattlers were already darting
TR ele ot for the daviial® yelled
L] out for e Co|
well, leaping down on top of the 5 (]
box. “Back in there, ye devill” and the
old snake hunter hit the bﬁ.yellow backed
rattler over the head with snake fork.
The snake did dogﬁo back into the box,
too. Then Coggswell slid the lid back
on the box, and the reptiles were safe once

more.

Perry Nickerson was feel himself
over to ascertain the extent of his bruises,
He was not hurt badly, but got several
painful scratches from coming in contaot
il et v B eatd AD Hyde, taking

“I'll spell ye a bit," e,
the Rnlf: box to carry. 4

While the hunters had beem rescuing
the snake box the rattler under the flat
rock had been momentarily forgotten.
But Dash was found on gu close to the
hole wh@nl the operation of prying was

n again.
begon the rock was loosened and rolled
over. And there underneath it lay the
rattler in a nioe little cup of a hole that he
bad no doubt slept in many nights. A
forked stick was over his neck before he

a chauce to uncoil and run. And in
three minutes he was a prisoner in the
snaka box,
The hunt continued up to the top of the
den, and by that time five more rattlers had
been killed. The hunt had lasted two
hours, and the stomachs of the hunters were
calling for something to auusfg the drain
on the strength that the climbing in the
rattlesnake den had occasioned.

The start down through the den was
begun, and it was just about as
¢limbing down as it was up. The same
care had to be exercised in going down, as
there might be a rattler oug sunning him-
self that had been overlooked before.

The hunters were all in a little bunch
now, sliding down over the recks. With-
out a word of w , Coggswell made a
leap to one side, 3

“Look out! He k at mel”

The old ihunter had seen the snake as he
struck at him and had jumped just In the
nick of time.

*Close call, Cogg,” said Dad Barber.

*Darn near got ye, Cogg,"”

unroe.

#Mias's as good as a mile,” ledc?n-
well. *But I'm lolxac to kill that devil
fer what he tried to do to me. That's the
ﬂ?ﬁ sneak rattlesnake I've seen fer a good
w

e,
"tYe tar: ‘ulle t?licd " t of th

not a tarn ; e mos

fair in Thet's why 1 thi:lll': &
gamest and faireat snake that
orawls; but sometimes ye run acrosst a
ane.k. jeat like there are sneaks among
um

ans,
*“They are the devils that stab n
back without making a w! ’0: H%
know what's a comin’. Darn his hide, any-
way. I'll prove that he's a s
sneak rattler ought to be tortured to death.
“He's no good. He's got a yaller streak

a bit o' warnin’,

>

E. 8. WELLS, Chemist, Jersey City, N. J., U. 8. A.’

in him from his flat head to his ne good
rattl

e.
“Ye remember that first one we'got—that
geuo: backed one we got alive, Well,
Do [altled all the Hime "%l the feosy wie
" ’
around his neck an"ohoked him, did he?
“Now, ye jest watch this sneak 2
If he's a e enake he'll rattle. Ease up
on the fork, an’ give him a chanoe to
g l;:wanta to. I'll bet he quits right where
e ..
'I'hey?orkl :fer& '“dtmohmoodof free.
e a) oo
uirmin, pgto a coil for a strike,
as as he was when the
;m him down.

advan
dom an
the rattler
forks were ’

“There, didn't I tell ye he was a sneak
an' a quibwr! Kill him! He's a disgrace
to the rattlesnake tribe,” declared Coggs-

{roceeded to stab
the snake to death with his fork.

Near Indian Jim Harris's cabin Dash, the
dogﬁ set up a Joud barking in the brush
back of the cabin. Coggawell ran over to
the dog and found & chubhead, which is the

name for the copperhead, a snake

re venomous, . if anything, than the
rattler, and more dangerous, for the reason
that he never gives any warning before
striking. the hunt netted three live
l:;aet.%esnakm, five dead ones and a chub-

SENDING\OOINS IN LETTERS.

Various Devices That Ake Employed to
Keep Them From Breaking Out.
“Coins sent loose in a letter,” said a clerk
in an establishment receiving much money
by mall, “are always likely to break through
the envelope and get lest; but there are vari-
ous ways in which this may be avoided, and
people generally now show more oare in
sending ooins by mail than they formerly
did.
*“There are now made devices especially
designed for use in sending coins through
the mails—coin carriers. One of these con-
sists of a card of the thicknees of the coin
and having punched in it a hole of the exact
size of the coin to be sent, this card having
a patch of thin paper pasted on the back of
it, across the coin hole, while on the other
side there is pasted, by one edge, a flap that
ocan be pasted down over the hole on that
side when the coin has been inserted fn ft.
“In such a holder it is obviously tmpos-
sible for the coin to move about in the letter.-
Such devices are used by oconcerns sending
out circulars inviting subscriptions to
periodicals, the holder sent having an open-
ing of the exact size of the coin required.
“Sonfe people wrap a sorap of paper
around a coin before putting it in a letter,

of the coin from cutting or breaking through
the envelope. But more and more people
nowadays have advanced ‘on that. Some,
for instance, now take a card and cut
in it llel elits not quite so far apart as
(ke cuta odgen ot 5 oo e 1he v

e O] [ 0 00 o tw
slits, %etwean whioh it is held. 2

*“And then some ple take a card and
lay the coin on it simply paste a plece of
paper over it on the card; and then there
are many people now who lay a coin down
on the paper on which they are writing,
nnrho one oorner, m then dogble tbonosmcr
o per over coin and paste it down
to.tg: zlhoot around it. 'f

ere are mMany ways o mdlnd

ooin in a Jetter withozi_: fozr' of its shif :
about in it and breaking out; and while
there are atill plenty of jo who just
drop a coin in a letter lns let it go, there
are more and more people who in sending
ooim.by mail' now exercise a reasonable
oare.

Street Signs.
“There may be nothing in a name,” seld
& moan who reads as he walks, hut when I
saw this sign: 4
u:uo-..lcil--.ﬂlonl ‘;
j vedenate l
on a wagon to-day, it struck me as -being

very suggestive, If"was almost as sugges-
tive as this sign, which I saw in Boston:

....................

®And this remindg me ef a sign which I

.saw fh Cinoinnati, to wit:

Walker & Strutter,
Autos and Bicycles.

Staying Power for
TIRED BRAINS

Horsford's Acid Phosphate is a boon

to the overworked Officeman, Student

and Teacher.

It keeps the mind clear,

the nerve steady and the body strong.

HORSFORD'S ACID PHOSPHATE.

and this helps to prevent the sharp edges '
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